The father disappeared and never was seen again hy his wife or his
children. Judge Carpenter quietly dissolved the marriage contract.
The mother's people deeply grieved, shamed because of her 'disgrace'.
She herself bowed down in grief. Although believing in the rightness of
separation for her children's sake, she had not believed in her heart—it
seems—their father would take advantage of her offer to release him.
And, until he died fifteen years later, she never ceased to believe he
would come back. There was never a thought of another man in her life,
nor thought of another woman in his. Perhaps it was that their life to-
gether had worn its soul away in the strife of failure after failure added to
failure: the inveterate and desperate withdrawal on his part into the arid
life of his studies, his books and his music, where he was oblivious to all
else.
So the boy himself, supersensitive, soon became aware of 'disgrace'.
His mother was a 'divorced woman'. His faith in her goodness and right-
ness did not waver. Therefore there was injustice to her. Did this injustice
to her serve some social purpose?
The wondering resentment grew in him. It became a subconscious
sense of false judgment entered against himself, his sisters, Jennie and
Maginel, innocent of all wrong-doing. His mother's unhappiness—was it
a social crime? Why must she, as well as they, be punished? Just what had
they all done?
He never got the heavy thing straight, and just accepted it as one more
handicap—grew more sensitive and shy than ever. And he began to be
distrustful—of what he could not have told you then.
The mother was alone with her son and his two sisters. She found a
place for the budding architect with blue-eyed Allen D, Conover, Dean of
Engineering at the University of Wisconsin, himself a competent civil
engineer. He had an office of his own and a private practice in Madison
and probably really needed some boy to work for him. How can one be
sure? Professor Conover was a cultivated and kindly man. He allowed the
youth to work for him afternoons so that he might have the mornings for
classes. He gave him thirty-five dollars a month. This arrangement left
the freshman free to study evenings. Architecture, at first his mother's
inspiration, then naturally enough his own desire, was the study he
wanted. But there was no money to go away to an architectural school.
There were classes in engineering at the home university. That was the
nearest to architecture within his reach.
So the youth was enrolled at the University of Wisconsin as a prospec-
tive civil engineer.
Fortunately, too, by the limitation, he was spared the curse of the
'architectural' education of that day as sentimentalized in the United
States with its false direction in culture and wrong emphasis on sentiment.
Every morning he walked to the University—a couple of miles away.
After recitations there he walked back down to the Conover office at noon
to eat the lunch he carried. And, an afternoon's work done at the drawing-
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